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miles back on the tempestuous journey of life.
I am in a humble dancing Academy in a North London suburb, presided over by an ugly little man bearing the unromantic name of "Jenks." He wears pumps with bows, and he plays to the children on a diminutive little fiddle known in those days as a " kit." But the then grassy and flowered suburb, the mean little Academy fellow with his tiny fiddle, and all the details of an unaccustomed scene sink into insignificance beside the still vivid picture in my mind of a fair-haired child with a cream-white face, sitting on an uncomfor-